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* 'Tis the most charming opera.    I think his masterpiece.
That divine air; I hum it all day.    I do indeed.    What a
genius !    I can bear no one else.    Decidedly the greatest
composer that ever existed.'

1 He is certainly very great, and you are no doubt an
excellent judge of his style ; but the air you meant to hum
is an introduction, and by Pacini/

' Is it, indeed ? Ah ! Italy is the land of music. We men
of the north must not speak of it/

' Why is Italy the land of music ?   Why not Germany ?'

* Perhaps music is more cultivated in Germany at present,
but do not you think that it is, as it were, more indigenous
in Italy ?'

4 No/

As I never argued, I twirled my cane, and asked his
opinion of a new casino.

* An! by-the-bye, is it true, Chevalier, that you have at
last agreed to paint the Princess Royal ?    I tell you what
I recommend you seriously to do, most seriously, I assure
you most decidedly it is my opinion ; most important thing,
indeed, should not be neglected a day.    Certainly I should
not think of going to Italy without doing it/

1 Well.    Well!'

4 Countess Arnfeldt, Chevalier.   By heavens she is divine!
What a neck, and what a hand!    A perfect study/
'Poll!'

* Do not you really think so ?     Well, I see I am terribly
breaking into your morning.    Adieu !    Let us hope we
may soon meet again.    Perhaps at Rome; who knows r*
Au revoir/

I kissed my hand, and tripped out of the room in all the
charming fulness of a perfectly graceful manner.

END  OF  PART THE   FIBST.
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